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Give thanks to any god that’s listening  

for this: the shortest day, the longest night of yes, 

the sixteen hours of dark we torched with kisses, 

with our fire-ship fucking, fingering. 

Now: a glass half-full of moon; 

two Christmas candles, tongues of heat; and you,  

near-stranger, here. The clean throat of you, 

the muscled body pulsing at my hand: 

the unsprung power of a sleeping man. 

 

An hour ago I watched that nameless bar 

of flesh becoming full and sweet.  

The glory and the helplessness of it; 

the glove of poppy-tender skin. This year 

has opened up its hinge 

to us; we tilt it back for meat, pilfering 

its juice and spasm. Oh, this giddy thing, 

its flip-flop tumble. Alchemy has fuck-all 

to do with it; we’re working ordinary miracles 

 

in spite of winter; in a blaze of sweat and bone 

with slick and tangled bodies. What we are is this:  

a man with faults in him, of course 

but also love, as true and ragged as a stone; 

a woman, ready – yes – for  

all the subtle give of tongue and muscle, or 

for intimacy with its firework scatter 

of consequence and chaos. Bring it on. 

Put up a finger for the year to swivel on;  

we don’t accept defeat. We’re here to start again. 

 

We brace like acrobats across the day 

who now support, now push; who catch and lunge,  

who tighten round each other with a salty plunge 

and fall; or, like the sparks that lift away  

to start the fire again 

across the gap. Your hair, messed by my hands; 

those toothsome cheeks; my sex, so sore and stained;  

it all adds up. We are twice everything.  

We’ll blitz the darkest night with our small lightnings. 

  



No sun required. We are illuminated 

by our gasp and giggle; every laugh’s  

a beacon. We have energy enough 

to sting like Scorpio and wake the dead. 

Don’t think of kettles, might-bes; 

don’t you dare get up. Fill up that glass,  

declare to any god that’s listening our yes! 

Just leave the lace and satin on the floor.  

Come back to bed, love; help me praise the things that are.  

 

 

 

 

 

St Lucie’s Stock 

Martin Malone 

  

Here at the winter-turn and taking stock 

of a twelvemonth; its moments, choicest facts, 

toy anniversaries of growth; its settings 

and set-tos: this vigil of remembering 

a without world before and then with you. 

At last year’s midnight you were but a friend’s 

rumour of greatness and, yes, someone whom 

I really ought to meet. E-mails were sent, 

questions asked in both house and pub as to 

why, why this had not yet come to pass. 

  

Anything can happen on a river. 

As an opening gambit, I had to be 

impressed and so went with the easy flow 

of our first meeting; when you had the cheek 

to wink at me, smile and filch the best lines. 

Tonight I’m the grave of all that was nothing 

and all that became us: your Jonathans, 

my Helens, small lightnings on the sofa, 

kitchen table, that photo booth in York, 

in the stairwell and, finally, our bed. 

   

  



Everything now seems freighted with having 

and our one small cell is an everywhere. 

You never tidy, strew my room with bras 

and jumpers, refuse to get out of bed 

or make tea when it’s cold, eviscerate 

your weekend bag on the floor to trip me 

in the night, leave black stiletto man-traps 

en route  to the loo. This is knowing you, 

part of the flash phenomenology 

of that Brave New World we lovers do. 

   

I’m reborn in these ordinary nothings 

of us, while the year is a tired old beast 

under winter’s burden, its sap sunk low 

as solstice sun pale to the west. Apart 

for Christmas, we skype our night offices, 

pixillate the lust, maintain love’s instant 

message. In the Network Options, I see 

your namesake like a feast day and try 

to deflower her password, enable 

access, breach security and connect. 

  

Here at the winter-turn I’m taking stock. 

We have grown to be two chaoses, caring 

little for aught but the fevered come-and-go 

of each other; stringing up fairy-lights 

between the moments, authoring legend 

at the foot of the bed and running low 

with the sun towards Capricorn. Yes, here 

at the winter-turn, here on St. Lucie’s Eve 

I plant my stock in our constellation, 

at the year’s deep midnight before the spring. 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Poems © the authors 2011 


